LIFE and CHARACTER of Mr. Tuomas paix 


8 — 


put in Metre, and inſcribed to the Society againſt Le7ellers 
and Republicans. 


Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 
Yet touched and mov'd by ridicule alone. 


Porr. 


ICKED Tom Paine, 
Thy labour's vain, 
To cauſe a Revolution; 
Twere paſſing ſtrange, 
If thou could'ſt change 
The Britiſh Conſtitution. 
To judge of zcal, 
For. public weal, 
Men's private lives we ſcan ; 
Enough thy life | 
Had plagued thy wife, 
Denied her Rights in Man J 


The ſtays ſo ſlim, 
And bodice trim, 
Thy fingers light diſcover 
When large and ſmall 
You fitted all, | 
At Sandwich and at Dover. 


Tho? fate unkind, 

To merit blind, 8 
Denied thee houſe and land; 
Vet nature taught 

The happy thought 
To take all came to hand. 


For laws, you ſay, 

Which men obey, . 
Should by themſelves be made; 

For knaves to bring 

In vogue the ſtring, 
Would ſpoil the thieving trade. 


What tho? th“ Exciſe, 
With curious eyes, 
Inveſtigates your flaws ; 
Th' example ſpoke, 
Beyond a joke, 
The tyranny of laws. 


A fraud, a theft, 
Wife, country, left, 
We Peccadillo's name; 
For pow'r or pelt, 
Murder itſelf, 
Can't ſhade a patriot's fame. 


Good to diſpenſe, 
Should Common Senſe 
With honeſty be crown'd ; 
You taught the way 
Old debts to pay, 
With fixpence in the pound. 


By duns beſet, 

By catch-poles met, 
You led them many a dance 

Thy neck to ſave, 

*Twixt wind and wave, 
You got in time to France. 


Then you began 
Your Rights of Van, 

T' improve the murd'ring art; 
Lamp- cbords were ſtrung 
With bodies hung, 

And women eat the heart. — 


Th' Aſſembly meet, 4 
You take your ſeat, 6 
With Preſident and Bell; — 


You'd think the damn'd + 
Within were cramm'd, 


With devils broke looſe from hell; 


Blood-hound Marat, 
Foul-mouth'd Carra, 
And fiend-like Roberſpiere, 
- Half-cut Chabot, 
And falſe Briſſot, 
Petion, tovillans dear. 


Wicked as theſe 
Tom Paine may pleaſe, 
Here all his arts deſpiſe ; 
His morals vile, 
His wretched ityle, 
His malice, and his lies, 


Britons, be brave, 
Let no ſuch knave 
Sedition's rorch ſupply |! 
For Freedom's cauſe, 
I!. equal laws, 
Reſolve to live—or die! 


